And now, fifty feet deep, half-a-mile wide,

Banks far overflowed,

The Mother exults in her strength.

Silent is she in her strength,

No thunderous roar comes up to the ear:

To the eye there is nought but a level expanse of quick-
gliding waters,

Racing past and away, swifter far than a man may run
on her bank,

Whirling here the trunk of a stalwart tree,

There the roof of a house,

Relentless in steady determined power.

Even so is the Will of God.

Deep and broad, silent, swift and omnipotent.
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